












CREAM CITY 


Milton Freeman is a man with responsibilities who's running out of options. When opportunity 
comes his way, the success that comes with it is great but the drama it produces is more than he 
bargained for. Now he must figure out how to handle a delicate situation while protecting those 

he loves and everything he's worked for. 
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Chapter 1 

"No matter what, your priority is to look after your Mama and your sister. You 
understand," Willie Carter asked his son. "Yes sir," the boy replied. At only nine years old, 

Milton Freeman was getting a lecture in manhood from his father that was to carry him to 
another State and a new phase in life. "And you, young lady," Willie said looking at his six-year- 
old daughter "I don't want to hear about you not minding your brother. He's only looking out 
for you. You understand," he asked. "Yes sir," six-year-old Sandra replied. Willie continued "You 
have to be strong and you have to stick together. The world is a cold place for everybody; it's a 
few degrees colder for Black folks. Ain't nobody gonna give you nothin'. You shouldn't expect 
'em to. You shouldn't want 'em to. Anything you want, you go out and get it for yourselves. You 
understand?" "Yes sir," the children replied in unison. Sandra's eyes welled up with tears. Who 
knew when the next time she would see her dad would be? She ran up to him and put her arms 
around him, squeezing tight, tears rolling down her cheeks. Willie had a big long speech 
planned but his six-year-old daughter's embrace brought his emotions to a fever pitch. There 
was no way he could cry in front of his son and daughter though; he had to be strong for them. 
He felt a lump in his throat, but he managed to pull himself together. "It's gonna be alright baby 
doll," he said softly, patting Sandra on the head. "It's gonna be alright." 

As he left the house and climbed into his 1968 Ford Galaxie, Willie Carter wondered 
what life in Milwaukee had in store for Milton and Sandra. He knew Esther Freeman, their 
mother, was a strong woman with sound judgment. He and Esther had never been married. 
Columbus, OH was all Willie knew and there was no way he was leaving. For a Black man who 
never went to college, in 1968 a job on the cleaning crew at the airport was a steady, reliable 
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gig and he'd have to be a fool to give that up. Esther explained the opportunity that she had in 


Milwaukee and she'd be a fool not to take that. "I guess it's in God's hands now," Willie said to 
himself as he drove off. "Yeah," he sighed. "They'll be fine." 

Milt and Sandra continued packing their things for tomorrow morning's move. After 
initially not wanting to leave their friends behind in Columbus, the two of them had recently 
begun to feel excitement as opposed to apprehension at the thought of the move to Wisconsin. 
Neither one of them had even left Ohio's capital city; this was the first time they would 
experience a new environment and they'd be doing so in a new place they were going to call 
home. "Remember Mama said to fold your clothes before you pack them and don't just stuff 
them in the luggage in a ball to get all wrinkled up," Sandra told Milt. "Look here Li I' Sis," Milt 
scolded her. "I'm the big brother and I'm the one dishing out the rules. Ya' dig? Now, remember 
Mama said to fold your clothes before you pack them and don't just stuff them in the luggage in 
a ball to get all wrinkled up." Sandra broke out into a laugh. Milt chuckled; for a nine-year-old 
he had a quick wit and a pretty good sense of humor. 

"It took me by surprise I must say. When I found out yesterday, Don't you know that I 
heard it through the grapevine, Not much longer would you be mine..." The smooth voice of 
Marvin Gaye resonated from the record player throughout the hallway as the kids got the last 
of their things together. Milt hummed along to the song as he carefully peeled the photo of 
Huey Newton, sitting in a rattan throne chair holding a rifle in his right hand and a spear in his 
left hand, off the wall. Never mind that tomorrow was Friday; the kids were on Spring break 
and there was no school the next day. Besides, leaving for Milwaukee on a Friday would give 
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Esther enough time to get the kids settled into the new apartment before she started her new 


job on Monday. 

"Mama's home! Milt, Mama's home," Sandra exclaimed. Both Milt and Sandra stopped 
what they were doing and trotted to the front door to greet Esther Freeman. They opened the 
door and immediately fell silent. Milt nudged his sister with his elbow and whispered "Sandra, 
turn off the record player." Sandra jogged over to the record player and turned it off. It was 
rare that they'd ever seen their mother cry and even then, they'd never seen her cry like this. 
Neither one of them said a word. Each of them grabbed one of her arms and together they led 
their mother to the sofa; she sat down and continued to sob. Sandra's eyes welled up with 
tears. She gently grabbed her mother by the hand and softly asked "What's wrong. Mama?" 
Milt handed his mother a tissue. Esther Freeman dabbed her eyes and mustered up the 
strength to pull it together for her children. She looked at them, heartbroken and saddened to 
have to share the awful news. "Milt, Sandra," she began "I just heard on the radio that a 
gunman in Memphis killed Dr. King today." She bowed her head and the tears continued to 
flow. Milt and Sandra put their arms around their mother, and nobody said a word. Tears 
flowed down all three of their faces. As they looked forward to the next day's journey, the pain 
of the night's news would see to it that they would spend the rest of the evening in mourning. 

Chapter 2 

"We're here," Esther exclaimed as she pulled up in the van to the corner of 20 th and 
Walnut. "Alright! We made it," Milt replied. "Sandra, wake up," he said, nudging his sister 
who'd slept through most of the six-and-a-half-hour drive. Sandra groggily sat up and looked 
around. Flere she was in her new home. Although they were in a completely different State 
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than she'd known to that point, things did not look all that different to her. Esther, Milt and 
Sandra got out of the van and embraced. "Welcome to the Walnut Circle apartments," she said. 
"This is our new home." 

"Aaaaaaa, there she is! You better give me a hug, girl! Come here," a voice could be 
heard screaming. Esther looked in the direction of the voice and a big grin came over her face. 
She jogged over to the lady yelling and they gave each other a sincere embrace. "It's good to 
see you," the lady said. "And the kids have gotten so big!" "Kids," Esther motioned to Milt and 
Sandra "come over here and say hi to your Aunt Wilma." 

Wilma Farmer was Esther's sorority sister at Ohio State University. When they pledged 
Delta Sigma Theta together as freshmen, they vowed that their friendship was deeper than just 
crossing together; they were sisters for life and would never lose touch with one another. 

Wilma was there when Esther met Willie Carter. The year was 1956 and the date was June 5 th . 
The previous day, a federal district court had ruled that Alabama's racial segregation laws for 
buses were unconstitutional in Browder v. Gayle, a civil suit related to Rosa Parks' refusal to 
move to the back of the bus on December 1 st , 1955. Seen as a victory for The Montgomery Bus 
Boycott, which had the attention of the entire country, the eight African American fraternity 
and sororities on Ohio State's campus marched in unison down High St. in a show of support for 
the ruling, (lota Phi Theta wouldn't be founded until 1963). As Wilma, Esther and their sorority 
sisters talked and laughed together, they noticed that not all the "brotha's" and "sista's" 
walking with them were recognizable from campus. Soon it became evident that many 
members of Columbus' Black community who were not in college had joined; everyone was 
happy about the landmark decision. One of the brotha's marching was a handsome, clean-cut 
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college aged young man named Willie Carter. Wilma noticed him glancing at Esther several 


times, but he never said anything. "Well if you don't at least say hi, you'll never know her 
name," Wilma decided to chime in. With that cue, Willie knew he had to speak up. "Where are 
my manners," he asked out loud. "Hello, gorgeous. I'm Willie." As they continued to march 
Esther shook Willie's extended hand and smiled. "Esther," she replied. 

That was the summer before Esther's senior year at Ohio State. The courtship between 
Esther and Willie quickly took off. Even after Esther graduated, they remined an item. Fast 
forward to Christmas Eve, 1958 and Esther gave birth to the couple's first child, Milton 
Freeman. In 1962, Sandra was born. Although Willie and Esther didn't marry and ultimately 
didn't remain a couple, they never forgot the landmark decision surrounding their first meeting, 
the lessons they wanted to teach their children, and the type of World they hoped they would 
one day live in. 

Wilma also lived in the Walnut Circle apartments. As a matter of fact, it was Wilma who 
put in a good word with the landlord in order to get Esther the available unit. Soon, not only 
would Esther and Wilma be sorority sisters and neighbors, they would also be coworkers; on 
Monday Esther would start her new job as a secretary at the corporate headquarters for Briggs 
& Stratton in Milwaukee. 

"VJ, come over here and help the Freeman's with their bags," Wilma called out to her 
son. Vernon Farmer Junior, affectionately known as VJ to everyone in the neighborhood was 
nine years old and in the third grade, just like Milt. His father, Vernon Senior, was in the United 
States Army and was killed in la Drang Valley, Vietnam in November of 1965. Vernon Senior was 
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respected by absolutely everybody in the neighborhood and because of that Wilma and VJ held 


a certain status; everyone liked them, and everyone looked out for them. 

VJ introduced himself to "Ms. Freeman," before quickly being corrected by his mother 
that he was to address her friend as "Aunt Esther." "I've known her since we were teenagers. 
She's my best friend and my sister for life," his mother scolded him. "Yes ma'am," VJ replied to 
his mother. Esther gave VJ a hug, told him it was ok and introduced him to Milt and Sandra. 

"VJ," Wilma said to her son "after you help them get everything in the house, you and Milt go 
on and play. Show him around and make sure nobody messes with him." 

VJ and Milt became good friends practically overnight. Milt was slightly shorter than 
most kids their age and had a naturally skinny build. VJ was taller than most kids their age and 
was a little on the chubby side. Besides benefiting from the respect everyone had for his late 
father, VJ also had a reputation as one of the toughest kids in the neighborhood and at school. 
Milt had a quick wit and VJ loved the way he could turn almost any situation into a humorous 
one. That weekend, before they were to attend Brown Street Academy together, VJ showed the 
two Freeman kids around and let them know they were making the best acquaintance possible. 
"As long as you two stick with me you'll be untouchable," he told them. "Nobody messes with 
VJ." 

Chapter 3 

"You're a shing star. No matter who you are. Shining bright to see. What you could truly 
be (what you could truly be)..." The year was 1975 and Earth, Wind & Fire's hit Shining Star 
blared from the radio sitting on the Freemans' kitchen table. Esther Freeman prepared to walk 
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out the door and make her way to Briggs & Stratton for the usual nine to five grind. "Milt," she 


said "I want you to make dinner for you and Sandra tonight. I'll be home a little late. Y'all know 
I'm headed over to St. John Cathedral with your Aunt Wilma for Monday night bingo." "Yes 
ma'am," Milt replied, "And thank you so much." "Boy what are you thanking me for," Esther 
asked her son. "For not having Sandra cook tonight. Lord knows that ain't her strong suit," he 
replied with a sheepish grin. "You better hush," Esther said as she playfully slapped him on the 
back of the head. "You tell him Mama," Sandra chimed in as she added a slap of her own. Milt 
chuckled. "Y'all be good now," Esther said as she walked out the door. 

"You're listening to AM 920. WOKY plays favorites" the voice came blaring over the 
radio. "I'm Bob Barry and I've got to interrupt this broadcast to share some unfortunate news 
that is sure to break the hearts of Milwaukee Sports fans. I have it on good authority that a 
trade sending Kareem Abdul Jabbar to the Los Angeles Lakers has just been completed today. 

No word yet on who the Bucks will be getting in return but it's almost impossible to make an 
even trade for the NBA's best player. There goes the Franchise!" Milt pounded his fist on the 
table in disgust and abruptly turned off the radio. He buried his face in his hands and didn't say 
a word. Sandra broke out in uncontrollable laughter. "There goes the Franchise," she squealed, 
knowing Milt was a huge Milwaukee Bucks fan. 

Around 1 o'clock that afternoon the doorbell rang. "Milt," Sandra exclaimed as she 
looked out the blinds "VJ's here." Milt walked over to the front of the living room and opened 
the door. "What's happening," Milt said as he opened the door and let VJ in. "If you don't know 
I can't tell ya'" VJ replied as he followed Milt to the sofa. Sandra sat on the love seat watching 
Days of Our Lives. "I can't believe you watch these soap operas all day," VJ said looking at her. 
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"And what should I be doing instead," she replied. "Should I be doing pushups all day like you? 


Huh, meat head?" "Meat head," VJ asked, through a chuckle. "Who are you, Archie Bunker?" 
Milt, VJ and Sandra all broke out in simultaneous laughter. "Whatever," she chuckled as she 
hurled a cushion at him. VJ caught the cushion and laid it on the sofa, still laughing. He and Milt 
slapped five, acknowledging VJ had won this round of he and Sandra's ever going back and 
forth. 

Standing 6'3" and weighing 270 lbs. VJ had become a prototypical offensive tackle and a 
bonafide football star at James Groppi High School. Division one college programs had begun 
sending scouts to watch VJ play during his sophomore season. Now that it was the summer 
before his junior year, everyone in Milwaukee was talking about the next kid whose talent 
could get him a full ride scholarship and a one-way ticket out of the hood. VJ was "the man" 
now, even more than when he was growing up simply known as a tough kid with a well-known 
father. Now he was making a name for himself with his play on the field. 

"Check this out man," Milt said to VJ as he dangled a trinket in the air, signaling for him 
to grab it. VJ grabbed the object and stared at it with a puzzled look. "What is this thing. Milt," 
VJ asked him. "It's a lady's necklace man. I made it myself," Milt replied. With no hesitation VJ 
threw his head back and let out a loud laugh. "Yo man are you serious right now," he asked Milt 
with an incredulous look. "Yes man, I'm very serious," Milt replied with a somber tone and look. 
Sandra stared at the television with her hand over her mouth, trying to stop herself from 
laughing. She knew Milt was serious about making some money of his own and she didn't want 
to be the one to rain on his parade. VJ could see that Milt was serious so he pulled himself 
together. "Exactly what do you plan on doing with this thing man," he asked him. "While the 
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two of you wanna' giggle like this is some episode of Carol Burnett, let me tell y'all something. 


Sandra ain't the only one who can make her own money. I can sell something of my own too," 
Milt replied indignantly. "C'mon Big Bro'," Sandra interrupted, sensing Milt was getting upset. 
"You know we're family and what's mine is yours." "Yeah Milt, relax," VJ said calmly. "Sandra 
does hair for other women in the neighborhood. Your time will come." "Well my time is coming 
at 2 o'clock," Milt replied. "What happens at 2 o'clock, man," VJ asked him. "I heard Sandra 
talking on the phone to one of her clients and that's what time her next appointment is. When 
your client comes over. I'm gonna sell her this necklace," Milt said looking at his sister. "You 
gonna sell that thing? Is it free," VJ asked? Sandra broke out in uncontrollable laughter. Milt 
stormed out of the apartment and went outside. 

The next day after Esther Freeman left for work and while Sandra washed the dishes 
from breakfast. Milt tiptoed his way to the apartment door of "Ms. Walcott." Sarah Mae 
Walcott was an immigrant woman from Barbados who had been living in the Walnut Circle 
apartments since before the newlywed Vernon and Wilma Farmer decided to make the 
complex their new home. She was in her fifties and very well respected around the 
neighborhood. No one knew what Ms. Walcott did for a living and no one asked. All they knew 
is that if one of the kids got out of line, she would give them a couple whacks on the backside, 
and then be the first to tell their parents exactly what happened the minute she saw them. On 
this day. Milt was at Ms. Walcott's door because he remembered something; the Robinson's 
had two very small sons, ages four and two. When each of the boys was born, Ms. Walcott gave 
the family blankets that she'd sewn herself as gifts. Still fuming from the ridicule he'd received 
at the hands of VJ and Sandra the day before. Milt was more determined than ever to prove 
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them wrong. He'd snuck into his mother's closet after she left for work and grabbed her sewing 


machine. He was going to convince Ms. Walcott to teach him how to sew. Sandra was not going 
to be the only Freeman with a reliable side hustle. 

"What's a young man like you doing with a sewing machine," Ms. Walcott screamed at 
him in her heavy West Indian accent. "You need to be on the football field running around 
making tackles like your friend VJ I" "I promise you; Ms. Walcott I'm just trying to find a way to 
make some money," Milt pleaded with her. "I figure I can put some fancy designs on some T- 
shirts and maybe some of my sister's clients will buy them from me. But I don't know how to 
use a sewing machine and I want you to show me." "You know Milt, we don't have fairies 
running around on the islands where I'm from. All the young men play soccer and chase after 
the young girls, the way a young man should," she said, giving him a very serious look. "I 
promise you, Ms. Walcott I'm certainly not a fairy," he said. "Do you know Sugar Bay," he asked 
her. "The pretty young lady who lives around the corner," Ms. Walcott replied. "She's about 
your age. Yes, I know her. What does she have to do with you?" "She's my girlfriend," Milt 
replied. "Really now," Ms. Walcott said, staring at Milt suspiciously. "I'll tell you what," she 
continued "if you get Sugar to come over here and tell me herself that she's your girlfriend I'll 
teach you how to use the sewing machine." "No problem," Milt replied. "I'll be right back." 

Milt had only talked to Sugar on occasion. The truth is, he always thought she was 
pretty, but he never thought about asking her out. He was preoccupied with trying to find a 
way to make money. "Milt, I am not about to go over there and lie to Ms. Walcott," Sugar 
replied when he told her why he'd come over. "You don't have to lie," Milt replied, "you are my 
girlfriend." Sugar laughed. "Oh really? Since when," she asked him. "Since just now," he said 
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smiling at her, "Do you have a boyfriend?" "No," she said looking down at the ground. She was 


beginning to feel a bit shy. She couldn't believe how bold Milt was, but there was something 
about his confidence that was making her like him. "I'll tell you what," he said trying to 
convince her, "do me this one favor and I'll make sure my sister does your hair for free next 
time you come over." 

A few minutes later the two of them showed up at Ms. Walcott's front door together. 
"Hello Sugar," Ms. Walcott said as she opened the door. "This young man says you have 
something to tell me." "Yes ma'am," Sugar said. "Milt is my boyfriend." "Well you can do a lot 
better. You should break up with him immediately," Ms. Walcott replied. Sugar broke into an 
immediate laughter. Milt just stood there with his mouth open, not believing what he'd just 
heard. A sly grin came across Ms. Walcott's face. "Go on, child. When he told me, I didn't 
believe it but now he and I have a matter to discuss. Head on home and you can talk to him 
later," Ms. Walcott said looking at Sugar. The young girl began to walk away. After a few steps, 
she turned and looked back at Milt. "Call me later," she said. "I will Sugar," he replied. "Trust 
me, I will." 

Chapter 4 

"Close the door. Let me rub your back where you say it's sore, Come on get closer, So 
close to me. Let's get lost in each other. Come here baby..." With that. Milt did a spin move and 
extended his hand to Sugar Bay, who at this point couldn't contain her laughter. As Milt 
continued to sing along to Teddy Pendergrass' hit Close the Door, the two of them danced in 
the living room of Sugar's mom's apartment. "You are so silly," Sugar said as she smiled at him. 
The two of them had been an item ever since that day Milt came knocking on the door, begging 
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Sugar to walk over to Ms. Walcott's place and tell her she was his girlfriend. Three years later. 


not only was she his lady, she was also the mother of Milt Jr, the couple's one-year old son. 

"There he goes messing up my groove," Milt said playfully, responding to the sound of 
Milt Jr. crying from his crib. Sugar playfully slapped Milt on the chest. "Let me go see what he 
wants," she said. "You better get going anyways. If you don't leave soon, you're gonna be late 
for work." "I know babe," Milt replied. "I'm about to take off now. I'll call you later tonight." 
"You better," she said as she walked into the bedroom to check on the baby as Milt walked out 
the front door. 

Brother Super Market was only a short jog from James Groppi High School, where 
Milton Freeman graduated from, class of 1977. Located near the corner of Vliet and 27 th , 
everyone in the neighborhood seemed to pass through to grab one item or another at some 
point during the week. Milt was a cashier and everyone on the staff liked him; he was punctual, 
polite to customers, and never got anyone's change wrong. However, being well-liked didn't 
make Milt like his job. "I can't believe I graduated high school a year ago and I'm still working at 
a grocery store in this neighborhood," he thought to himself as he approached the store. "Hey 
Aunt Wilma," he blurted out as he saw Wilma Farmer in the parking lot. "Hey there Milt," 
Wilma replied. "I was just asking VJ about you the other day. How are Sugar and the baby 
doing?" "They're fine," he said, "I just saw the two of them this morning." "Ok," Wilma said as 
she climbed into the driver's seat of her Chevy Monte Carlo. "You take care of yourself and I'll 
see you later." "Yes ma'am," Milt replied as he waved goodbye. As he turned to step through 
the door of the market, he thought to himself "There's got to be more to life than this!" 
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That night Milt and VJ sat in Esther Freeman's kitchen playing spades and talking about 


life. "Whatever happened to Ronnie," Milt asked as he dealt another hand. "Man, I don't care 
what happened to that fool, to be honest," VJ replied. "Last time I talked to him he was running 
around in New York, Queens, I think. He was talking about how him and some cat named 
Howard Mason were getting ready to take things over." "Really," Milt asked. "So, this dude 
messes up your football career and then runs off to New York, huh?" "C'mon man," VJ sighed. 
"Let's not talk about that tonight. I just want to play cards and take my mind off everything." 
"You right, man," Milt agreed. "You want another High Life?" 

The "Ronnie" Milt was referring to was Ronald Harrington. He was a 5'10" 180 lb. 
backup quarterback who never got in the games, had a 2.4 GPA, and no shot at playing football 
in college. Being in the same graduating class as VJ and having known him ever since their days 
of playing Pop Warner together, he could often be found hanging around Milwaukee's biggest 
high school football prospect at the time. Two nights before the first scheduled game of their 
Junior season, VJ and Ronnie decided to make a late-night run to Brother Super Market. They 
weren't old enough to buy cigarettes on their own but being a big-time football recruit had its 
perks. Even if he couldn't prove the pack of Newport's he wanted were really for his mother, VJ 
knew no one in that part of Milwaukee would refuse to sell them to him. He was bored, he 
wanted a smoke and Ronnie was offering a ride. The two of them climbed into Ronnie's 1965 
Cadillac DeVille and headed for the store. (The car belonged to Ronnie's mom but having to 
look after his three younger siblings with no help from anyone but Ronnie, she let him use the 
car just about any time he wanted). "Thanks for the ride, man," VJ said looking at Ronnie. 
"Listen, my mom couldn't loan me any cash. You mind getting the cigarettes this time?" "Don't 
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worry about it," Ronnie said, smirking and looking over at VJ "just do me one favor." "What's 


that," VJ asked him. "When the Packers sign you in a few years, just make sure I get some 
tickets on the fifty-yard line," Ronnie said playfully jabbing VJ in the shoulder. VJ laughed. "You 
got it man, you got it." 

The trip to the store was routine; the two of them had made this ride seemingly a 
thousand times. When they got ready to check out, the cashier asked to see ID. "Ma'am," VJ 
chimed in "these cigarettes are for my mom. She couldn't make it out tonight, so she asked me 
to grab them for her." The lady behind the register had heard it all before and really didn't care. 
She rolled her eyes, suspecting that the Newport's were really for the two young men making 
the purchase. "Ok sweetie," she said. "Which one of you is paying?" VJ turned and looked at 
Ronnie "You got it man?" "Yeah I got it! C'mon," Ronnie exclaimed as he grabbed the 
Newport's and charged out the front door. The whole thing happened so fast VJ didn't know 
how to react. "What are you doing man," VJ yelled as he ran out of the store after Ronnie. The 
cashier took off after them, knowing she had no chance to catch them but understanding there 
was a cop on patrol down the street. She ran outside and saw the officer. "Everything alright," 
he asked her. "No! Those two, they're trying to steal," she panted as she pointed at Ronnie and 
VJ. The officer took off after them immediately. Just as Ronnie was about to open the front 
door, the officer drew his weapon and yelled "Freeze! Put your hands up where I can see 'em!" 

Under normal circumstances, a sixteen-year-old high school football star, whose friend 
attempted to shoplift a pack of Newport's would receive nothing more than a slap on the wrist. 
The entire incident would be swept under the rug, a story would have been concocted to make 
sure the officer, the store clerk and the star football player agreed on exactly what happened. 
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and the kid who tried running away with the cigarettes would've been made into the 
scapegoat. But these were not normal circumstances. The arresting officer happened to be a 
ten-year veteran of the force, who had barely been with the MPD for a year when the infamous 
riots of 1967 broke out on 3 rd street. On July 30 th of that year, rumors spread that the police 
had beaten up a young Black man near the corner of 3 rd and Walnut. Most of the rioting lasted 
through the 31 st but Mayor Henry Maier issued a citywide curfew that lasted several days. With 
this experience in mind, and with animosity towards Blacks in the City of Milwaukee, the officer 
decided he would make an example out of Ronnie and VJ. "Book these two on charges of 
shoplifting, resisting arrest and assaulting a police officer," he said when they reached the 
precinct. VJ never played another high school football game. He never got another letter from a 
college coach, and he never even finished high school. 

That night in the kitchen, drinking beers and playing spades with Milt, VJ let his mind 
wander into a what if scenario. "Milt," he said, "you remember when I used to wonder out loud 
how I would do if I had to line up against Mean Joe Greene ?" Milt looked up from the deck of 
cards and over at VJ. Even though a few minutes had passed since he'd asked about Ronnie, he 
knew the line of questioning had started a nostalgic train of thoughts in his friend's mind. "I'll 
tell you what," Milt said looking VJ squarely in the eyes "Mean Joe Greene wouldn't wanna' see 
you on his best day!" VJ lifted his High Life in the air. Milt raised his High Life and gave VJ's a 
slight tap. "My man," VJ said as he grinned. Milt nodded and they each took a sip. To this point, 
life hadn't turned out as they'd hoped that it would, but at least they had each other. 


17 



Chapter 5 

Everyone in the neighborhood frequented Cold's Beauty & Barber Shop, affectionately 
referred to as "Cold's" and everyone looked up to Crumby, the shop's owner. Women got their 
hair and nails done there. Men got their haircut there, and everyone gathered to politic about 
life, family, the neighborhood, current affairs or whatever happened to be on their mind. You 
could almost say that Cold's was the epicenter of the neighborhood. If you wanted to know 
what was happening, just a spend a half hour at Cold's and by the time you left you'd be up to 
date. 

Milt, still having what he liked to refer to as a "passion for fashion," never forgot the 
sewing lesson given to him by Ms. Walcott a few years ago. He'd since become quite skilled at 
putting together T-shirts that people in the neighborhood might want to wear. Slogans like 
"Must Pay" and "Strike It," on the front and back of shirts became a nod to Milt's ever- 
expanding theories about life. "Say Milt," one of the old-timers at Cold's asked him "what do 
you mean by Must Pay? I see that on your T-shirts all the time." "Oh," Milt started out as he 
grinned "you want to know what Must Pay means? Here it is. No matter who you are in life, you 
must pay. You must pay your debt to society, you must pay your landlord, you must pay for 
your actions, pay the cost to be the boss, and eventually we're all gonna' have to pay the Grim 
Reaper." With that Milt slapped the old man a five and all the gentlemen listening broke out 
into a laughter. "Ok," Crumby chimed in "how about Strike It? You put that on a lot of T-shirts 
too. What does that mean?" "I'll tell ya," Milt said, turning to look at Crumby. "Strike a deal, 
strike a match, strike a pose and most importantly, strike it rich!" All the fellas listening broke 
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out in another round of laughter. Milt nodded at Crumby. "You sure are crazy," Crumby said as 


he shook his head laughing. 

"Must Pay" and "Strike It" were just two of Milt's shirts that had become regular sellers 
at Cold's. Since Milt started coming to the shop on a regular basis to have his hair "buttered," or 
put more simply have his afro straightened, he and Crumby had developed a pretty solid 
relationship. Crumby was a businessman who prided himself on never missing out on a solid 
opportunity to make money. If Milt's T-shirts were hot sellers around the neighborhood, why 
shouldn't he get in on the action? Besides, didn't the young entrepreneur need somewhere to 
sell his shirts? So, it would only make logical sense to sell them from Cold's, with Crumby taking 
a small percentage of each sale. That way Milt had a place to showcase his merchandise, more 
traffic was generated through Cold's by people who may be stopping in to look at the shirts 
they'd heard about, and eventually some of those people would decide to have their hair done 
there. And who knows, maybe a customer who stopped in for a haircut, a perm or to have their 
nails done would see a shirt and decide to buy it too? Ultimately, it was a win-win for 
everybody. 

"I'm proud of you, man," Crumby said as he handed Milt a High Life. The two of them 
were alone in the shop on this night. Milt had done a shift at Brother Super Market earlier in 
the day before coming by Cold's to get buttered and to check on T-shirt sales. "What you proud 
of me for," Milt asked Crumby as he took a sip. "I'm proud of you for being a good dad to Milt 
Jr. I'm proud of you for coming up with your T-shirt hustle in addition to that job at Brother's 
you're holding down," Crumby began. "But most of all. I'm proud of you because you're smart." 
"I'm smart? Shoot, the way my life is going I don't feel that smart sometimes," Milt replied. 
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"No," trust me, "you're smart," Crumby said interrupting him. "And," he continued as he took a 


sip of his own beer "I think you're smart enough to know a good opportunity when you see 
one." "I'm listening," Milt said as he sat up, "What you got?" Crumby stood up. He always liked 
to stand when he was going to make an important point. "You see, bagging those groceries at 
Brother's and selling a few T-shirts here and there is all well and good. But let's be honest Milt, 
if you want to get where you want to be, you're going to have to figure out something else. Is 
this all you want in life? Don't you want more?" "Man, you know I want more," Milt exclaimed. 
"What you getting at Crumby? I got a woman, a baby, a dead-end job. I'm still living with my 
mama. C'mon!" "Ok, my brotha' that's what I'm saying," Crumby said getting excited. Now both 
of them were standing up, pacing back and forth, voices raised; the energy in the room was 
high. "Look," he continued, placing his hands on Milt's shoulders "I trust you. There's not a 
whole lot of people I trust in this world. We're already doing business together. Have I ever 
cheated you on a T-shirt sale?" "No Crumby, you never cheated me," Milt said, looking him in 
the eyes. "Good," Crumby replied. "I got another business venture. One that I can't tell 
everybody about but one that I'm sure is gonna make you some money and get you one step 
closer to where you want to be. Are you interested?" "Yeah man. I'm interested," Milt replied. 
"Just tell me what I gotta do." 

The plan was simple. No one was looking for Milt's 1968 Pontiac Bonneville and the 
package was plain brown, nothing out of the ordinary and not the sort of thing that would draw 
unwanted attention. Technically, Milt didn't even know the contents of the package; he never 
asked. All he had to do was take it where it was supposed to go and hand it to a man wearing a 
powder blue zip up cardigan. So long as Milt heard the man say "righteous" as he handed over 
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the package, no other words needed to be exchanged. Milt's job was done. No questions 
needed, no questions asked. 

"Look man," Milt sighed one-night after-hours at Cold's "I can't be in two places at 
once." "How is that my problem," Crumby asked him, half-jokingly. "Man, Crumby I'm loving 
the work and you know I wouldn't pass up a thousand-dollar delivery without a good reason," 
Milt replied. Crumby looked at Milt, shook his head, sighed, and then took a seat. "So, you 
promised Sugar you'd take her out, now here I come with this last-minute delivery and you 
can't reschedule?" "I rescheduled on the girl five times. Crumby," Milt replied. "Here's my 
idea," he continued. "Bring VJ into the operation. Besides you, he's the only dude I trust in 
Milwaukee." Crumby sat there thinking for a moment. "VJ, huh?" "Yeah, VJ" Milt said nodding. 
"Look, I'm putting this on you Milt," Crumby finally sighed. "If he screws this up, I'm personally 
holding you responsible." "Ok, that's fair," Milt agreed. "And one more thing," Crumby said 
sticking his finger in Milt's chest "I'm not explaining the operation to him and he better not ever 
bring it up around me. You fill him in on what he needs to do, you see to it that he has the 
package and you pay him after you let me know it's finished and I give you the funds. I don't 
like to have too many people in on my operation and I really don't want to communicate with 
more people than I have to. Are we clear?" "Like the clear blue sky. Crumby," Milt replied. "Ok," 
Crumby said as he shook his head. He placed his hand on Milt's shoulder and looked him in the 
eyes. "VJ better not mess this up. Anything gets lost in translation, it's on you." 
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Chapter 6 

Milt: I want to love you 
Sugar: P-Y-T 

Milt: Pretty young thing 

You need some lovin' 

Sugar: T-L-C 

Milt: Tender lovin'care 

And I'll take you there... 

It was September of 1983 and every song off Michael Jackson's Thriller album seemed to 
be in heavy rotation on the radio. Things sure had changed a lot since '78 when Milt was still a 
cashier. Though they were still living in Walnut Circle, he and Sugar were no longer standing in 
her mother's living room as they sang the latest hits together. Now they were standing in their 
own apartment, fully furnished, where they raised Milt Jr. as a couple. And though he still had 
his T-shirt hustle going at Cold's, it was Milt's role in Crumby's secret operation that really put 
food on the table, allowing him to make his job at Brother's a thing of the past. One thing that 
hadn't changed was Milt's 1968 Pontiac Bonneville. Sure, he had his 1982 Lincoln Town Car 
with license plates that read "Stylez," but how much sense did it make to put in work in a ride 
that could turn heads? Milt decided it was better to keep the 15-year-old Bonneville in working 
condition so as not to draw unwanted attention when making deliveries. 
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"Ok babe, I better get going" Milt said to Sugar as the song came to an end. "Alright I 


know you're headed to pick Junior up from school, but could you stop at Brother's on your way 
back and pick up some eggs? We're just about out," Sugar told him. "As much work as I did for 
Brother's they ought to just give me the eggs," Milt replied. Sugar laughed. "And Milt," she 
chimed in "make Junior carry his own books this time. I heard there were kids three grades 
ahead of him carrying his books from the school to your car." "Who told you that," Milt asked 
with a grin. Sugar playfully slapped him on the arm. "And you think that's okay don't you," she 
asked him. Milt shrugged. "Those kids are only catering to Junior because they see you in that 
fancy car and they wanna' be like you," Sugar continued. "How bout we let Junior make some 
friends his own age who actually like him instead of having all the kids in the school treat him 
special because of his dad?" "Okay," Milt sighed. "I guess the boy can carry his own books from 
now on." 

After stopping home to drop off the eggs from Brother's, Milt went by Cold's with Junior 
in tow. "Auntie," Junior exclaimed as he and Milt walked through the door. Although she was 
now a 21-year-old licensed stylist with her own chair in Crumby's shop who only did women's 
hair, Sandra always made an exception to give her nephew a haircut. "Hey Junior," she said 
smiling as he jogged over to her and gave her a hug. "What's happening Li I' Sis," Milt said 
looking at her. "If you don't know I can't tell ya'," she smiled. "Where's Crumby," Milt asked. 
"He's in the back office," Sandra replied. "Ok," Milt said as he made his way to the back. 

Milt knocked twice on the office door. "Who is it," Crumby yelled out. "It's Rick James," 
Milt replied. "I know you're wearing my outfit from Super Freak and I'm here 'cause I want it 
back!" Crumby and a woman could be heard laughing through the door. "Just a minute you 
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fool," Crumby yelled through broken laughter. About 30 seconds later the door opened and a 


woman Milt didn't recognize opened the door and scurried past him. As he walked into the 
office, he gave Crumby a knowing look. "Is it okay for me to sit down or do I need to wipe the 
place down first," he asked. "Shut up, fool," Crumby chuckled. "I'm glad you're here. I need to 
talk to you." "What's up," Milt asked. "I'll tell you what's up," Crumby replied in a serious tone. 
"I'm about to put my hands on VJ. That's what's up..." 

"C'mon man, it wasn't even like that," VJ pleaded with Milt that night. The two of them 
were sitting at Milt's kitchen table; Sugar and Milt Jr. had already gone to bed. "Look man," Milt 
replied "all I know is Crumby was hot. I'm talking steaming mad! I had to talk him down. 
Honestly, I think if I hadn't talked to him today, he was gonna' kick you out the operation." "Ok 
man," VJ sighed. "My fault. It won't happen again. You got my word." "Good," Milt said as he 
took a sip of his beer. "If it happens again. I'm gonna have to find me a new sidekick." VJ 
laughed. "Oh really," he exclaimed looking at Milt "since when was I your sidekick." "Hey man," 
Milt said matter-of-factly "everybody knows I'm J.R. and you're Bobby." "Oh, them's is fightin' 
words," VJ chuckled. He playfully put up his fists in a fighting stance. Milt just laughed and took 
another sip of his beer... 

Earlier that day in his office. Crumby explained to Milt exactly why he was so hot at VJ. 
Ever since Milt talked him into letting VJ in the operation, it was explicitly understood that he 
was never to mention the operation in public. If he saw Crumby, at Cold's or anyplace else, the 
two would never acknowledge VJ's role. Even if they were alone the subject was taboo. That's 
how Milt explained things to VJ and that's what VJ agreed to. It was VJ's violation of this rule 
that had Crumby so mad. The incident happened the day before. VJ stopped by Cold's to get a 
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haircut; it just so happened that Crumby had been his barber since before he was in high 
school. The two of them exchanged their usual pleasantries, VJ took a seat in the chair, and as 
Crumby placed the barber shawl around his neck he blurted out "delivered on Walnut." Crumby 
couldn't believe his ears. It was one of those moments where time seems to stand still. He had 
to ask himself if he actually heard VJ reference a delivery in a shop full of customers who could 
easily start asking questions. Crumby took the shawl off VJ immediately. "You know what," 
Crumby said to him smiling "I just remembered I've got a dentist appointment I need be at real 
soon. We're gonna have to reschedule your haircut. Sandra," he yelled over to Milt's sister. "I'm 
leaving for the day. Do me a favor and close up the shop when everybody's done here. I'll be 
back in the morning." "I got ya' Uncle C," she said to him. With that. Crumby left and VJ knew 
he'd messed up big time... 

A week had gone by since VJ's incident and things seemed to have returned to normal. 
"Alright! That's what I'm talking 'bout," Sandra exclaimed as she gave Sugar and Junior each a 
high five. The three of them were sitting in the living room watching the Brewers' game and 
first baseman Cecil Cooper had just hit a home run. A big time Brewers fan. Junior stood up and 
cheered the loudest. "I'm gonna go tell Milt and VJ they're missing a good game," Sandra said. 
"Y'all want anything from the kitchen?" Sugar and Junior both said they were fine and didn't 
need anything. 

"You two knuckleheads are missing a good Brewers' game we're watching in the living 
room," Sandra said to Milt and VJ as she walked into the kitchen. She walked over to the fridge 
to grab a soda. It was odd that neither her big brother nor his best friend had a sarcastic remark 
for her considering they were each known for having a quick wit. She looked over at the kitchen 
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table and each of them had a stern look on his face. She took a serious tone "Is everything okay 


here?" "Sandra," VJ replied "your brother thinks everything is his. That he doesn't have to 
respect anybody else and that he can just take whatever he wants from whoever he wants. No, 
everything is not okay." Sandra sat down at the table, in between the two of them. "Milt, what 
is he talking about," she asked looking at her brother. "Man, I told you," Milt said looking at VJ 
"I had no idea you had already talked to the broad. You know it don't mean anything to me. If 
anything, she shoulda' told me you and her had already gotten acquainted." "Oh no," Sandra 
said, shaking her head from side to side. "Don't tell me you two are in here arguing over a 
woman. Especially not in Sugar's kitchen. It's disrespectful, number one. Hello, Big Bro, your 
woman and your child are sitting right there in the living room. And VJ, you two have been 
friends for way too long to let something this silly come between the two of you." Milt and VJ 
both sighed. Sandra continued. "I can't believe you two! You're gonna sit here and act like a 
couple spoiled junior high kids? You know what, we're not even doing this today. C'mon tell me 
what happened." "Look," VJ finally chimed in "last night at the bar I was talking to this sista' and 
we were having a real nice time. One thing led to another and finally I asked her if she wanted 
to leave with me after last call. She said okay. The place was still open for at least another half 
hour, so I told her I was going to go shoot pool with the fellas and I'd be over to walk her to my 
car at the end of the night. So, Sandra, I go over to the pool table and I'm having a good time 
with the guys. Twenty minutes later one of 'em taps me on the shoulder and points towards the 
front door. I look up and I see Milt walking out the door with his arm around the same sista' I 
was talking to twenty minutes ago." Sandra stayed quiet for a moment, then broke out into a 
laugh. VJ started to stand up from the table to leave. "Wait VJ," Sandra said, grabbing him by 
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the wrist and regaining her composure. VJ sat back down. "Look," she said compassionately 


"you know how a lot of these women out here are. Milt said he didn't know you'd already 
talked to her." She turned and looked at her brother "Did she mention the fact that she'd 
already agreed to leave with VJ?" "Not at all, Li I' Sis'," Milt replied. He turned to look at VJ. "You 
know I wouldn't do you like that on purpose man." VJ sighed. Finally, he spoke up. "Yeah I 
know," he said. Sandra slapped them both on the back of the head. "I better not ever hear 
about you two arguing over a woman ever again," she told them. VJ grinned, "You know what," 
he said looking at Milt, "Next time we're both interested in the same broad let's just flip a coin 
to see which one of us is going to talk to her." "Uh-uh. No way. You two are not about to start 
treating women like horses at a racetrack you can just make a bet over," Sandra chimed in. "Lil' 
Sis'" Milt said looking at her "you've done good to this point, bringing about this Kumbaya 
moment, but I think the brotha' is onto something." "You can't be serious," Sandra protested. 
"You got yourself a deal," Milt said extending his hand to VJ. "The next time we have an interest 
in the same woman, we'll just flip a coin and that'll be the end of that." VJ smiled. He reached 
over the kitchen table and shook Milt's hand. "Deal," he said. Sandra stood up, stomped her 
foot, folded her arms and glared at the two of them in disgust. "Well let me just go on record 
saying I think it's a bad idea and you two are both idiots," she said. With that she grabbed her 
soda and stormed out of the kitchen and back into the living room to finish watching the game 
with Sugar and Junior. "Give her some time," Milt said looking at VJ. "She'll get over it." 

Chapter 7 

Back in 1976, the summer before his senior year in high school, Milton Freeman 
watched the Olympics just about every day. The games were held in Montreal, Canada that 
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year and the athlete who captivated him the most was Winston Redd, a boxer from 
Wilmington, North Carolina. Winston had a charisma the boxing world hadn't seen since 
Muhammad AN. Like AN, there was a certain entertainment value in the way he answered 
questions and he was also a handsome guy, the type you could see corporations getting behind. 
A couple things separated him from Muhammad AN though; he wasn't a heavyweight, he was a 
lightweight, and there was no controversy surrounding him regarding his religion, his name or 
his draft status. While the media may have fallen in love with Winston as the clean-cut 
marketable African American they could support without backlash. Milt saw something else. He 
saw a skilled fighter who didn't come from a wealthy background but was willing to do anything 
he could to improve his family's situation. That was something Milt could relate to. 

Inspired by Winston's gold medal winning performance all those years ago. Milt started 
carrying two pairs of boxing gloves in the trunk of his car. Although he wasn't professionally 
trained, he liked to think he "had hands" and could handle anybody in the streets who might 
want a fistfight if it came down to that. By 1983 his inspiration, Winston Redd, weighed in for 
every fight at 145 lbs. and could add reigning welterweight champion of the world to his list of 
accolades. 

In January of 1980, The Ring named Ernesto Sanchez from Panama the "Fighter of the 
1970's." During that decade, Sanchez completely dominated the lightweight division, amassing 
an impressive record of 71-1. Now, after moving up in class and becoming a welterweight, he 
was the number one ranked contender in the world. Having grown accustomed to being 
champion from his days as a lightweight, there was only one thing on Ernesto Sanchez's mind: 
beat Winston Redd and become the welterweight champion of the world. 
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It was against this backdrop that Milt found himself in Las Vegas on the first weekend in 


November of 1983. Finally, the super-fight had been made and the world was going to get a 
chance to witness what they'd all been waiting for: Redd vs. Sanchez. "Redd is gonna' knock 
that boy out, I'm telling you," Milt said to VJ. "I wouldn't be so sure," VJ told him as they walked 
up to the front desk of the hotel. "I've seen Sanchez fight. There's a reason they say he has 
hands of stone..." 

Crumby's operation afforded Milt and VJ a lifestyle few people in Milwaukee enjoyed, 
especially people from the Walnut Circle complex. Not only had the two of them booked flights 
to Vegas and hotel rooms for themselves, they also saw to it that they had female 
companionship during their stay. Milt had a friend from Racine, Monique Sellers, who he met at 
Crumby's birthday party a couple years ago; he made sure she had a plane ticket to Vegas and a 
room at the MGM Grand, the same hotel he was staying in. Never one to be outdone, VJ 
decided that "Lemon Drop" and "Cotton Candy," two strippers he knew from Chicago, should 
both spend the weekend in Vegas. Lemon and Candy were VJ's way of showing Milt he was 
more than a sidekick; if Milt could have one companion, he could have two. 

After getting checked into his room and leaving VJ to get reacquainted with Lemon and 
Candy, Milt found himself roaming the casino floor alone. Monique wasn't due to arrive until 
later; in the morning he'd told her that upon arriving in Vegas she should check into her room, 
relax, get sexy and wait. He'd make sure to call her as soon as he got back to his room. So, after 
wandering over to the dining area he noticed a gorgeous caramel-complected sista' sitting all 
by herself, eating a salad. 


29 



"Ok, fine. I'll do it. You don't have to twist my arm," Milt said. The young lady lifted her 


eyes from her salad to see who was talking to her. Her eyes met Milt's, who'd taken the liberty 
of sitting right next to her. "And what is it that you're agreeing to do. Mister," she asked him. 

"I'll sit here, order my food and have dinner with you," Milt replied with a grin. She gave him an 
amused look. "Don't worry about it," he continued "the pleasure is all mine." She chuckled. "Oh 
really? Well you know, I usually don't have dinner with strangers." "And the good news is you 
don't have to," he replied, smiling. He extended his hand "I'm Milton." She smiled as she shook 
his hand. "Well, hello Milton. I'm Lucille." 

As the two of them continued talking. Milt ordered steak and potatoes; over the last few 
years he'd come to consider the dish his "prefight meal." After a while the waiter brought the 
steaming hot plate to the table where they were seated and asked, "Are the two of you 
expecting company?" "Naw," Milt said shaking his head "we not expecting no company." Lucille 
chuckled at the look on Milt's face. "Why do you ask," she said looking at the waiter. "Well it 
looks like company is expecting you," the waiter replied. With that he turned and nodded 
towards the entrance. In walked VJ, along with Lemon and Candy. The scene was startling, here 
was VJ in a full-length mink coat accompanied by two women whose dresses were barely long 
enough to cover their backsides. The waiter smirked, then skipped away. 

"What's happening Milt," VJ said grinning as he approached the table. He'd clearly been 
drinking. "If you don't know I can't tell ya'" Milt replied in a somber tone. He wasn't too happy 
to see VJ; he knew how he could get when he was drunk. "I'm sorry about this, Lucille," Milt 
said looking at her. "Give me one second." Lucille gave him an understanding expression. He 
grabbed VJ by the arm and pulled him to the side. "I like your outfit," one of the ladies said to 
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Lucille. "Hi," she replied somewhat nervously. "I'm Lemon," said the one in the yellow dress. 


"And I'm Candy," the one in the pink dress chimed in. She decided to elaborate. "You know, like 
Cotton Candy..." 

"You're killing me, man," Milt said to VJ. "You see I'm working on something, here. Take 
Vanity and Apollonia somewhere and leave us be." "Oh, you got jokes? You got jokes," VJ 
laughed. "Well let's see how funny this is. I want to flip a coin for that broad you eating dinner 
with." "What," Milt asked incredulously "No way." "See I knew you would do this," VJ huffed, 
getting upset. "Whoa, slow down," Milt told him. "First of all, you got two women with you and 
you want to flip a coin over the one I just met? That's not what we agreed to. You need to take 
your ladies somewhere and enjoy yourself. I'm not having it." With that. Milt walked back over 
to the table and sat next to Lucille. "C'mon girls, let's get outta' here" VJ said to Lemon and 
Candy. "It was nice meeting you," they told Lucille as they got up from the table. "What was 
that about," Lucille asked Milt. "Believe it or not, two women isn't enough for him. He wanted 
you too," he told her. Lucille laughed "Trust me, I wouldn't have been interested in that goofy 
nigga anyways." 

After dinner. Milt and Lucille walked around the casino together, talking and enjoying 
each other's company. "Listen, Lucille," Milt said to her "I don't mean to be outta line but I'm 
having such a good time with you that I wanted to know if you would come up to my room with 
me. I mean we could really get acquainted with each other up there." Lucille looked at him, 
silently, expressionless. "I'm sorry. That kinda' came out wrong. What I meant was," Milt began 
to backpedal. However, before he could finish the next word he was interrupted by an intense 
kiss on the lips. Lucille's lips tasted even better than they looked. "Okay baby let's go now 
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then," Milt replied. Lucille laughed. "Milt, I can't go back to your room with you," she told him. 


"Not right now, anyways." "Why is that babe," Milt asked her. "You ever heard of Harris Redd," 
she asked. "Yeah," Milt replied "Winston Redd's little brother. Why do you ask?" "Because he's 
my boyfriend," Lucille told him. "That's who I'm here with..." 

Standing 5'11" and routinely weighing in at 158 lbs. Harris "Crush" Redd was in a higher 
weight class than his brother, Winston, and happened to be three years younger. Crush Redd 
had become a very big deal in his own right; while not yet a title holder, he'd recently become 
the number one ranked middleweight contender in the World. The consensus was that Winston 
was pound for pound the best boxer in the World, but Crush had something his older brother 
lacked, raw knockout power. On this night, this up and coming star happened to be playing 
craps, surrounded by a sea of people cheering him on every time he rolled, while he knocked 
back Jack and Cokes like they were going out of style. 

"Well c'mon, introduce me to the brotha," Milt said playfully as they neared the table 
where Crush was playing. He'd just rolled a seven and the crowd was in a frenzy, high fiving and 
cheering him on. "You are so silly," Lucille said as she playfully smacked Milt on the chest. "I 
promise I'll call you in the morning," she continued. "Crush has to leave early. He'll be with 
Winston and the rest of the camp all day. Tomorrow morning I'm all yours." "I like the sound of 
that babe," Milt said staring into her eyes. She kissed him on the cheek and walked away. As 
she got closer to the table. Crush noticed her approaching and told the crowd to let her 
through. Once she was by his side, he motioned for her to blow on the dice. She blew, he 
rolled... seven! The crowd went wild. Watching from a distance. Milt smirked at the scene, then 
turned and walked away. 
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The next morning Milt found himself agitated, dealing with a situation he'd dealt with 


countless times before. "Monique," he told her "you always hogging the covers. You know I like 
a little air conditioning in the room, and I like some of the covers too. Normally it balances itself 
out, but when I wake up next to you. I'm just bare while you rolled up in a cocoon." "Hush up 
Milt," she told him "you wasn't complaining last night." "Woman," he began to reply. He was 
interrupted by the ringing of a call. He gave Monique an annoyed look and then answered the 
phone. "Hello," he said. "Hey there," Lucille said on the other line "did you still want to see 
me?" His pulse began to race, he had to get Monique out of the room, straighten up, and have 
the front desk change the sheets. And this all had to be done quick; there was no way he was 
passing up the chance to see Lucille. "Absolutely," he replied calmly though his heart was 
beating through his chest "how soon can you be here?" 

Maybe the story he'd told Monique about being promised an upgrade to the 
Presidential Suite but the hotel only being able to honor it if he left the room right now lacked 
originality and believability. Why would the front desk call at seven in the morning to tell him 
that? Maybe jogging away after walking Monique back to her room looked a little suspicious. 
Maybe giving the guy at the front desk a hundred dollars cash to have the cleaning lady come 
upstairs and change the sheets and towels right away was a waste of money. Maybe there was 
no time to think and very little time to act. The only thing Milt knew for sure is that he'd pulled 
it off. He'd gotten Monique out of his room and back in hers, he'd gotten the cleaning staff to 
make a quick towel and sheet change, and he'd hopped in and out of the shower just in time. 

He heard a knock at the door. He opened it. "Hey Lucille," he said as his heart pounded faster 
and faster. "Hey," she replied softly. She opened the tan trench coat she'd worn to the room; 
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other than the heels and the coat, she had on nothing at all. "You gonna just stand there staring 


at me or let me in," she asked. Milt snapped out of the daze seeing her like that put him in. 
"Where are my manners? C'mon on in beautiful," he said with a grin... 

Chapter 8 

The flight back to Milwaukee Sunday morning was awkward to say the least. Winston 
Redd, the pride of the Black community, lost a unanimous twelve round decision to Ernesto 
Sanchez Saturday night. The truth is, Winston attempted to stand toe to toe with Ernesto, 
which wasn't his usual style. Normally, he would dance around his opponent, making them 
chase him in a game of cat and mouse. Then, when the pursuit left them most vulnerable, he 
would strike. Though he had the ability to knock out his competition, Winston was known more 
for outpointing his opponents and putting on a show for the crowd. But Saturday wasn't his 
night. Ernesto Sanchez put on a dominant performance, his punching power and tough jaw 
proving to be too formidable to overcome... 

If only the disappointing result of the match were the only thing that went wrong in 
Vegas, things would have been a lot less awkward on the flight home between VJ and Milt. "I 
wouldn't have been interested in that goofy nigga anyways," VJ said to Milt with a sneer. Milt 
turned to his right and looked at VJ. He was tired from being up all night with Monique; she'd 
sat next to him near ringside during the fight and they'd stayed up all night in the hotel 
afterwards. "What are you talking about, man," Milt asked VJ while peering over the shades he 
was wearing to hide his bloodshot eyes. "Oh, don't pretend you don't know," VJ barked at him. 
"Man calm down. Why you raising your voice," Milt asked him. They were headed for a full- 
fledged argument now. "I heard that girl at the casino say that to you when I was walking away 
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with Lemon and Candy," VJ told him. "And you didn't even correct her. So, I'm a goofy nigga 


now? Huh, Milt?" "Man, you know it ain't like that. And me and Monique sat next to you. 

Lemon and Candy at the fight. Would I have said hello to Berry Gordy if I was sitting next to a 
goofy nigga," Milt asked him, trying to lighten the mood. VJ's feelings were hurt and there was 
no cheering him up. "Whatever," he replied. 

A couple uneventful days went by and things seemed to have returned to normal. When 
VJ completed a delivery without any hiccups on Tuesday and relayed that it ran smoothly. Milt 
gave him his share of the money. The two of them had their first pleasant exchange since 
they'd arrived back home. On the surface everything looked like it was fine. Then Wednesday 
came along... 

"I'm telling you if they fight again. Redd is gonna beat Sanchez," Crumby told Milt. 

"Man, I hope you right," Milt told him "but I was there. Sanchez ain't no joke." "See, here's the 
problem" Crumby replied "Redd tried to fight Sanchez's style. If he went in there and danced 
around like he normally does, he woulda' confused him and Sanchez woulda' lost. But he was in 
Redd's head. I heard a rumor that he insulted his woman. That's why Redd tried to go toe to toe 
with him." Just then there was an urgent knock at the door. Crumby and Milt had been sitting in 
the back, in Crumby's office with the door shut. Milt opened the door. "What's up, Li I' Sis," he 
said to Sandra. She had a serious look on her face. "Milt," she replied in a serious tone "you 
better come take a look at this..." 

The this Sandra was referring to was the black eye on Junior's face. Had it been caused by 
one of his classmates in a skirmish over trading cards or had it been the result of some horseplay 


35 



gone wrong, it would've been no big deal. Milt would've taught his son a lesson about self¬ 


defense, maybe even referencing Winston Redd's recent loss, and that would've been the end of 
it. However, none of those scenarios are how the black eye occurred... 

When coming outside from school that day. Milt Jr. saw a familiar car, one driven by an 
adult he'd known his whole life and who his parents told him it was okay to trust. When he 
approached the car to say "hi" he wasn't greeted in the usual manner. He anticipated the high 
five he was used to getting; however, he was instead punched directly in the face. In an act of 
insane jealousy, self-pity and revenge, the black eye on Junior's face had come courtesy of a 
grown man; Milt's former best friend, VJ. 

"Milt," Crumby said steaming mad "if you don't kill him I will. That man better pray I don't 
find him tonight." "Sandra," Milt said surprisingly calm "do me a favor and stop by my place and 
get some of Junior's things. I want him and Sugar to stay with you and mom tonight." "Ok, Big 
Bro," she said looking at Milt. "Let's go find this nigga," Milt said to Crumby "nobody touches my 
son. You ready to take a ride?" "I thought you'd never ask," Crumby replied as he grabbed his 
coat. 

Milt and Crumby drove around Milwaukee in his '82 Lincoln Town Car, with the license 
plate that read "Stylez" for hours on end. They stopped at every bar they knew VJ liked to 
frequent. They made surprise visits to every woman they knew VJ was sleeping with. Still, they 
couldn't find him anywhere. When they stopped by Wilma Farmer's place, she was in tears over 
what happened. "Milt," she sobbed "you know I love you and Sandra like you was my own kids. 
I been knowing your mama since we were teenagers. Y'all are like family to me. I feel awful about 
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what happened." She collapsed into Milt's arms. Crumby grabbed her by the arm and led her to 


the sofa. "Auntie," Milt replied "I appreciate you too. You know that. But nobody lays a hand on 
my son and gets away with it." "Please promise me you won't kill him," Wilma sobbed. Milt was 
taken aback by the request. He looked at Crumby, hoping for advice. Crumby looked away; if it 
was up to him, they'd shoot VJ on sight. Milt looked back at Aunt Wilma. "I promise," he told her 
"C'mon, Crumby, let's go." 

There was an awkward silence in the car. "Please tell me you just lied to Aunt Wilma back 
there," Crumby finally said to Milt. "You know we got to put a bullet in that nigga, don't you?" "I 
hear what you saying," Milt replied. "And you're thinking about sparing that sucka's life, aren't 
you," Crumby asked him. "I've known him since I was nine years old," Milt said looking over at 
Crumby. "And the nigga just punched your six-year-old son in the face! Aren't you the one with 
the T-Shirt that says Must Pay ? He's outta control. That slip-up a few weeks ago wasn't no 
accident. The nigga did that because he's jealous of you and your place in the operation. And 
now he's crossed the line. He must pay Milt. He must pay," Crumby demanded. The car fell silent 
again; Milt was contemplating Crumby's position. They pulled up next to Cold's, Milt parked the 
car. "I'm gonna pull out the bed I got in the back and sleep in my office tonight," Crumby told 
Milt "You okay? Need a place to crash?" "Yeah, I'm good," Milt told him "I'll call you in the 
morning." 

The next morning Milt heard a frantic knock on his door. He looked over at the alarm clock 
next to the bed. It was just after six o'clock. He was the only one in the apartment; normally Sugar 
and Junior would've been there, but they were at his mom's place. He grabbed his pistol, 
wondering if VJ was crazy enough to show up at his apartment looking for trouble. He looked out 
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the peep hole and breathed a sigh of relief. It was Sandra. He opened the door; she was visibly 


shaken, tears streaming down her face. Before Milt could ask what happened, the words came 
tumbling out of her mouth "Somebody burnt down Cold's last night." 

Initially, the crowd that gathered around the blaze was at a loss for words as to how 
someone could do this to their gathering place; Cold's Beauty & Barbershop had become the 
epicenter of the community. A couple fire fighters were overheard saying it looked like a case of 
arson and word spread just as fast as the fire itself. However, the severity of the situation 
wasn't fully realized until Milt arrived at the scene. He told the first responders he was sure 
someone spent the night at the shop, and he wanted to know if they made it out okay. That's 
when he heard the devastating news; yes, there was one confirmed fatality in the fire. Right 
away he knew it was Crumby... 

The day before the funeral. Milt sat at his kitchen table pondering what to do next. So 
many people were sending him their condolences and so many others were telling him they 
were down for whatever, all he had to do was say the word. One thing that seemed to be clear 
is that VJ had disappeared. Nobody seemed to have any clue as to his whereabouts, but after 
assaulting Junior, burning down Cold's, and killing Crumby, he was the most wanted man in 
Milwaukee. If he was smart, he'd get out of town and stay gone. Sitting there with a High Life in 
one hand and his pistol in another. Milt knew he had to do something, he just wasn't sure what. 

Just then, he heard a knock at the door. He grabbed his pistol, tensions around the 
neighborhood were high. He went to door, looked out the peephole and breathed a sigh of 
relief. He didn't recognize the Latina woman standing outside his door, but she didn't look like 
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one of VJ's acquaintances either. He opened the door. The woman was beautiful, wearing a 


dress suit and heels, she looked professional and stylish. Milt immediately noticed the bouquet 
of flowers in her hand. "We are sorry for your loss," she said handing Milt the flowers. "We," he 
asked her? As if on que a man stepped from the side of the doorway and into view. He was a 
Hispanic man in a nicely tailored suit and shoes that looked like they'd just been shined. "Yes, 
my associate and I are very saddened at your loss," the man chimed in "You and I had a mutual 
friend who recently passed away." He extended his hand to shake Milt's "I'm Javier Guativa." 
"JG? Crumby mentioned you but he told me you were in Colombia. How'd you get to 
Milwaukee so fast," Milt asked him. "Milt," the man replied "sometimes I'm in Colombia. 
Sometimes I'm not. Look, this may not be the most opportune time to talk business but with 
Crumby gone I need someone I can trust in Milwaukee. Would you happen to know anyone like 
that? Would you happen to be someone like that?" "Where are my manners," Milt replied. 
"Please, you two come on in. Let's talk." 

Chapter 9 

"Are you positive it was him, Darius? This is too big to get wrong," Milt asked him. "Milt, 
have I ever steered you wrong? Wait, don't answer that," Sugar Bay's little brother said over 
the phone. "Look Milt, it was VJ. Don't forget, I used to live in Walnut Circle. I remember that 
dude very well. He's here; he didn't see me, but I been asking around and people said that 
wasn't the first time they'd seen him. You need to get down here man. I heard what he did to 
my nephew... and to Crumby." It had been a month since Crumby's death. No one in Milwaukee 
had seen or heard from VJ; even Aunt Wilma said she hadn't talked to him. Now Sugar's 
younger brother, who'd moved to Chicago after he graduated high school, was saying he'd seen 
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VJ on 18 th street, near Ogden Ave. "I'll be there tomorrow, Darius," Milt told him. This was one 
loose end he just couldn't leave untied. 

Milt got up early and made the hour and a half drive to Milwaukee. By the time he rang 
the buzzer to Darrius' apartment it was just after six o'clock in the morning. Darrius opened the 
door; the two of them embraced. Milt really appreciated the way "Lil' Bro'" as he often referred 
to him, was stepping up in an important situation. "I see you're already fully dressed," Milt said 
looking at him "I was kind of hoping I could get a cup of coffee and some scrambled eggs before 
we took this ride." "I got good news. Big Bro," Darrius said excitedly. "What's that," Milt asked 
him. "I didn't get dressed this morning," Darrius replied, "I got dressed last night." "And why am 
I supposed to be happy that you're funky and still haven't taken a shower," Milt asked. Darrius 
laughed. "You don't get it," he said staring at Milt, "Me and the fellas went out last night. And 
guess who we ran into? Yup, that's right. VJ!" "Did y'all say anything to him," Milt asked 
excitedly. "Not until we caught him slipping in the parking lot and stuffed him in the trunk of 
the car! I been holding him here for you ever since we got him" Darrius exclaimed. "Where is he 
now," Milt asked. "Come to the bedroom," Darrius motioned, "I'll show you..." 

VJ was a pitiful sight to behold. With his hands tied behind his back, his feet tied 
together, and tape over his mouth, all he could do was squirm as Milt walked into the room. On 
both sides of VJ there stood a man holding a pistol. They each nodded at Milt as he stepped 
closer. Milt nodded in return. He walked directly over to VJ and punched him in the mouth, 
knocking him out of the chair and onto the floor. "That's for Junior," Milt exclaimed! In a fit of 
rage, he began kicking and stomping on VJ, who was bleeding from the mouth and trying 
desperately to plead for his life through the tape. "These are for Crumby nigga! These are for 
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Crumby," Milt began to yell as he continued kicking VJ, "That fire you set killed Crumby!" "Yo 


Milt let me bust a cap in this nigga! Let me finish him! He punched my nephew," Darrius chimed 
in. "No, that's not what we're doing today," Milt said, calming himself down. "You know what 
Big Bro," Darrius said looking at him "you're right. Where are my manners?" He flipped over the 
Beretta 92 and handed it to Milt, "Here, you do the honors..." 

"Milt, I'm telling you that was a mistake," Darrius said as the two of them drove away 
from Union Station on Canal Street. "Lil Bro," Milt replied "I know how you wanted me to 
handle it. And trust me, I understand. But I made a promise to his mama that I wouldn't kill 
him. So, I did the next best thing, I erased the nigga from memory." "I hope so," Darrius replied. 
"I just don't want that dude coming back. This time I'm deferring to you. But if / see the nigga 
again, its shoot on sight. Believe that." 

The mistake Darrius was referring to was Milt's decision not to shoot VJ when he had 
the chance. Instead he decided that VJ could no longer have the luxury of being in familiar 
territory or around those he's known all his life. Having been stripped of his ID, his jewelry, his 
car and even his clothes, VJ was given a hundred dollars cash and left to fend for himself at the 
train station. "Buy yourself a one-way ticket to anywhere," Milt told him "but if I see you in 
Milwaukee or Chicago again that's the end of you. I promised your mama I wouldn't kill you this 
time. There better not be a next time." 

Chapter 10 

"Ok babe, I'm gonna miss you," she said to Milt. "C'mere Sugar. Gimme some sugar," he 
replied. She walked over to him and gave him a soft kiss on the lips, placing her hand on his 
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chest. "I'm so glad all of that madness is over," she said. "Me too, babe," Milt told her. "You 


and Junior be good. I didn't spend that money on hotel rooms for you, Ma, him and Sandra for 
nothing." He turned and looked at his son "Boy when y'all come back from the Madison 
Children's Museum, you better be so smart!" Junior laughed. "Give me a hug, boy," Milt told 
him. "You know I love you, right?" "Yes, dad," Junior said. "I love you too." 

The museum was almost an hour and a half away from Milwaukee. After everything that 
had happened recently, VJ assaulting Junior, Cold's being burnt down. Crumby dying. Milt 
thought his family could use a weekend getaway. He planned a trip for Sugar, his mother and 
Sandra to take Junior to the museum, then spend the rest of the weekend shopping before 
coming back to Milwaukee. Only one problem, with everybody gone. Cold's being a thing of the 
past, and VJ being cast out of the neighborhood. Milt was gonna be bored out his mind this 
weekend... or was he? 

Normally, what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas, but not if there's something more, 
something deeper there. As it turned out, the connection he thought he had with Lucille in Las 
Vegas was real. After Sugar took Junior to Madison for the weekend. Milt decided he would try 
the number Lucille had given him before she left his hotel room. Sure enough, she picked up. "I 
want to see you," he said to her. "I'm not doing anything," she told him. "If you book me a 
flight. I'll come see you tonight." The flight from Charlotte to Milwaukee was a little over two 
hours. She looked like a star the moment she stepped off the plane. "Aaaaa! So happy to see 
you," she squealed, running into his arms. Their lips met in a long-anticipated kiss. "Let me grab 
your luggage, babe," he said to her "we're staying at The Pfister tonight!" 
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Chapter 11 

Everyone you meet 
They're jamming in the street 
All night long! 

(All night) 

Everyone you meet 
They're jamming in the street 
All night long! 

(All night)... 

The date was April 9 th , 1984; it was a Monday, the first official day of Spring break. But 
there was more to celebrate than just the kids being out of school; almost four month's since 
Cold's Beauty & Barbershop had been burned to the ground, a new Milwaukee entrepreneur 
set to make their mark in the community with a hair and beauty salon that could serve the 
community's grooming needs in addition to being a place to share ideas. She was a former 
employee of the legendary and beloved Crumby, Sandra Freeman... 

Milt knew that Cold's was sorely missed in the community and it seemed that 
everywhere he went people were asking him what he planned to do to help get a replacement 
for the neighborhood. It took a lot of intense work to get the place ready in time, not to 
mention a hefty sum of money, but Milt Freeman helped his little sister realize her dream of 
having her own salon, right on the corner of W Auer Ave and N 33 rd St. She called the place 
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"Stylez U Dezire." On the wall, behind her chair was a photo of Crumby, with that warm 
welcoming grin that everyone in the neighborhood had come to know and love. Also hanging 
on the walls were her brother's T-shirts, "Must Pay," "Strike It," and many others. Yes, Milt had 
found another way to make money, but his "passion for fashion" was something that would be 
with him always. 

The grand opening of Stylez, as it was already being affectionately referred to, first 
turned into a celebration, then an all-out block party. It started when Milt decided it was a nice 
enough day outside to break out the grill and start barbecuing some burgers. Next thing you 
know, a few of the adults were having "adult beverages" and making sure the kids stuck to 
sodas. Somebody brought a stereo outside and then, boom! The whole neighborhood was out 
having a good time. Cold's was gone, but the spirit of the shop lived on in Stylez, and in the 
hearts and minds of the people who frequented it for more than just a hairstyle. 

Milt look around; he saw Sugar Bay, her brother Darius, his strong mother, Esther 
Freeman, and his own child. Milt Jr. all having the times of their lives. He looked over at his 
sister, Sandra, who was talking to everyone who came by to wish her well. She was his little 
sister, but he was proud of her and the way she was presenting herself as a business owner. He 
saw older people, young people, all being one together around the shop, the food and the 
music. As Lionel Richie's "All Night Long" blasted out of the speakers, some teenagers on Spring 
break began to sing along with the words of the song; Milt got chills. He could feel this was a 
moment to cherish and remember. 
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Just then Milt heard a loud finger whistle intended to get his attention. He looked up; 


there was a limousine parked directly across the street from Sandra's newly opened hair salon. 
Standing outside the rear passenger door was a well-groomed Colombian man in a tailored suit 
and freshly shined shoes. He smiled and waved at Milt. It was JG, the man who'd visited Milt at 
his apartment the day before Crumby's funeral. Milt smiled and waved back. The limo driver 
opened the rear door and JG climbed in, the driver shutting the door behind him. Then he 
walked around to the driver door, climbed in and drove away. "The show must go on," Milt 
whispered to himself under his breath, "The show must go on." 


The End 
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